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Then, straught or crooked, yird or

They roar an' cry a' throu'ther ;
The vera wee things, todlin, rin

Wi' stocks out-owre their shouther ;
An' gif the customs sweet or sour,

WI' joctelegs they taste them ;
Syne coziely, aboon the door,

Wi' canni care they've plac'd them
To lie that night

VI.

The lasses staw frae 'mang them a8

To pou their stalks 0' corn;*
But Rab slips out, an' jinks about,

Behint themuckle thorn:
He grippet Nelly hard an' fast ;

Loud skirl' d a* the lasses ;
But her tap-pickle maist was lost,

When kiutlin in the fause-houset

Wi7 him that night.

VII.

* They go to the barn-yard and pull each, at three
several times, a stalk of oats. If the third stalk wants the
top-pickle, that is, the grain at the top of the stalk, the party
in question will come to the marriage-bed any thing but a
maid.

f When the corn is in a doubtful state, by beiog too
green, or wet, the stack-builder, by means of old tim-
ber,